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tered on the night of the 3oth to 3ist and Shackleton's cabin
became too wet for him to sleep in; he therefore turned in on a
wardroom bench, as he would not deprive any man of his bunk.
Commander Wild writes :
During the long spell of bad weather he had spent nearly the whole time on
the bridge, and though I repeatedly suggested to him that he should lie down
and rest, he would not do so. ... I began to feel a little bit uneasy, for it
seemed to me that he was doing too much.
Shackleton's last storm at sea was over, and with the New Year,
1922, he resumed his diary which had not been written up for
several weeks. The following is one of his last entries :
January 2nd: Another wonderful day. ... At i p.m. we passed our
first berg. The old familiar sight aroused in me memories that the strenuous
years had deadened. Blue caverns shone with sky-glow snatched from heaven
itself, green spurs showed beneath the water. . . . Ah me I the years that
have gone since in the pride of young manhood I first went forth to the fight.
I grow old and tired, but must always lead on.
As the mountains of South Georgia hove in sight he became
his old vivacious self, pointing out to the new-comers where his
adventures had taken place. Grytviken was reached on January
4th, 1922, Sir Ernest remarking as the Quest entered the harbour:
cc The cross has gone from the hill-side," This cross had been
erected by the crew of the Deutschland in memory of the member
of Filchner's expedition who had been lost there. The Quest was
brought up in the Endurance9 s old anchorage and Shackleton went
ashore, returning for dinner in excellent spirits. Most of the staff
then went fishing, but Shackleton and Worsley remained chatting
on board.
Dr. Macklin was taking the 2-4 a.m. anchor watch that night,
(Jan. 4th to 5th) and heard a whistle from Shackleton's cabin. On
going in Sk Ernest said : " I can't sleep to-night, can you get me
a sleeping draught ? " He explained that he was suffering from
severe facial neuralgia and had taken fifteen grains of aspirin.
" That stuff is no good; will you get me something that will act ? "
I noticed [writes Macklin], that although it was a cold night he had only one
blanket and asked him if he had no others. He replied that they were in his
bottom drawer and he could not be bothered getting them out. I started to
do so, but he said, ** Never mind to-night, I can stand the cold." However,
I went back to my cabin and got a heavy Jaeger blanket from my bunk, which
I tucked round him. He was unusually quiet in the way in which he let me do
things for him. ... He talked of many things quite rationally, and finding